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IN LONDON 



CONES 



The blue mist of after-rain 
Fills all the trees; 

The sunlight gilds the tops 
Of the poplar spires, far off. 

Here a branch sways 
And there 

a sparrow twitters. 

The curtain's hem, rose-embroidered, 
Flutters, and half reveals 
A burnt-red chimney-pot. 

The quiet in the room 

Bears patiently 

A footfall on the street. 

GLOOM 

I sat there in the dark 
Of the room and of my mind 
Thinking of men's treasons and bad faith, 
Sinking into the pit of my own weakness 
Before their strength of cunning. 
Out over the gardens came the sound of someone 
Playing five-finger exercises on the piano. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Then 
I gathered up within me all my powers 
Until outside of me was nothing: 
I was all — 
All stubborn, fighting sadness and revulsion. 

And one came from the garden quietly 
And stood beside me. 
She laid her hand on my hair; 
She laid her cheek on my forehead 
And caressed me with it. 
But all my being rose to my forehead 
To fight against this outside thing. 
Something in me became angry, 
Withstood like a wall, 
And would allow no entrance — 
I hated her. 

"What is the matter with you, dear?" she said. 
"Nothing," I answered, 
"I am thinking." 

She stroked my hair and went away ; 
And I was still gloomy, angry, stubborn. 

Then I thought: 
She has gone away; she is hurt; 
She does not know 
What poison has been working in me. 
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Gloom 

Then I thought: 
Upstairs, her child is sleeping; 
And I felt the presence 

Of the fields we had walked over, the roads we had followed, 
The flowers we had watched together, 
Before it came. 

She had touched my hair, and only then did I feel it ; 
And I loved her once again. 

TERROR 

Eyes are tired ; 
The lamp burns, 
And in its circle of light 
Papers and books lie 
Where chance and life 
Have placed them. 

Silence sings all around me; 
My head is bound with a band; 
Outside in the street a few footsteps; 
A clock strikes the hour. 

I gaze, and my eyes close 
Slowly: 

I doze; but the moment before sleep, 
A voice calls my name 
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